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Det var sorgatim, uppnam, och krig. Det var en Æra Carolyngia.​[1] 

“Mörk är dette nótt.”​[2]

“Mörker kemur med uverdig død andar av.”​[3] 

Two warriors sat near a campfire, listening to the crackling of logs, and keeping a watchful eye on the darkness that surrounded them. The night was still. Little stirred during the dead of the winter.

“We must move at first light, Jyrn. This place feels sick.”

Jyrn looked around the camp. He thought about the landscape from the earlier in the daylight. It was bleak, mounds dotting the surface. An area for ancient burials. 

Jyrn turned to his friend. “It is the burial place of the Oathbreakers.”

“Who?”

“Dammit, Karl,” Jyrn scoffed. “Haven’t you heard that story?”

Karl shook his head.

“My mother told me. She is Yendis, and they pass it down from their generations.” Jyrn stoked the fire with his axe. “Generations ago, the king of this land had a personal guard, like an army. They fought in his wars, but one day they turned on him and killed him. The crown prince found them and fought that army here on this field. The prince defeated the Oathbreakers and tied any survivors together, burying them alive beneath the battlefield. Their twisted and disgraced spirits still haunt this field.” 

“Fool’s legend, Jyrn,” his raspy voice echoed in the night.

Jyrn shook his head. “No. People have seen them.”

“Then why are we here?” Karl asked.

“There is a treasure among these mounds, in the greatest mound. Dauðklinga. The Night Blade.” 

“That’s the prince’s axe, right?”

Jyrn nodded. “Aye, it is his axe. Said to never dull and be able to slay any beast that stands against it. They say the crown prince gifted the axe to his most famous general Sigismund the Bold when the prince fell in battle, and with-it Sigismund slaughtered the dragon Gramrung. When Sigismund died, they buried him here, alongside his prince, on the field of their greatest victory. His axe in hand.”

“A fanciful tale, but if we intend to find that axe in the morning, we had best get some sleep,” Karl said.

The pair settled into their sleeping sacks for the night. The surrounding winds had picked up, and the gusts blew dust onto the sleeping men. Apart from the strong winds, the night was silent. Unsettlingly silent. 

Karl tossed in his bedroll, dreaming of dark, twisted things. Wars long passed and days filled with darkness creeping over the land. He saw a great upheaval of warriors, led by a queen, not of the one the entire world feared but of another. Karl witnessed more death than he could ever have imagined seeing. The fields were red with blood, sorrow, and curses, inviting more evil things from beyond the void. Demons, and spirits of dead and grotesque warriors, walked around him. Some passed over his prone, slumbering body without a glance, while others looked down on him, scorning him and his friend. Scorn for having life, scorn for being able to draw breath, but mostly scorn for disturbing their afterlife. A cursed afterlife full of heedless wandering in an eternal abyss of the ancient battlefield.

As he dreamed, he saw more and more that filled him with dread. Across the field, at the largest mound, he saw a great bear pacing around a lone dead warrior clutching a great axe. The warrior just watched Karl, his eyes red and never moving from the dreaming man. 

The next morning Karl awoke next to the smoldering fire, alone. Jyrn was nowhere to be seen, but his rucksack and armor were still sitting next to his bedroll. Karl got up to look around the campsite, but he didn’t see Jyrn, only some recent footprints in the soft ground leading to the center mound.

Karl, not finding his friend, left the campsite toward the center mound. He walked among the vegetation-grown-over burial mounds on his way. These were ancient mounds of the Yendis people, the kings and culture from before the days of the Gota conquest. Their influence, however, still felt fresh two generations later. Such was their powerful influence that the Gota, now known as Lotcalans, had seen similar burial mounds for their nobles. Still, others kept to the old ways of cremation.

It made no difference to Karl. His friend was missing, and the tracks seemed to lead him to the entrance of the largest mound. That was the mound shared by the legendary prince and his trusted general, Sigismund.

“That bastard probably got a head start scavenging all the gold and riches. That thieving cur,” Karl cursed.

Karl walked to the front boulder, an aged stone slab that looked like it hadn’t been moved in centuries. He ran his hand across the front of the stone, moss pulled along with his fingers. 

“This stone is still intact. Jyrn must not have come this way,” Karl reasoned. 

He started to back away, but then the boulder shuddered and split down the middle in a great and powerful crack that echoed further down the tomb. Karl looked in and sneered. 

“What sort of dark magic is this?”

He reached into his pouch and pulled flint stones. In just a moment, he had fashioned a torch, lit from the flint stones. Karl pulled his sword from its scabbard. Slowly, he made his way into the tomb, deeper through the darkened walkway. He was unfamiliar with the tombs of old, unlike Jyrn who had seen his fair share. Karl wasn’t sure if there would be twists or turns, a maze to keep him from the treasures. 

Mildew and grim covered the walls and floors. Karl paid little attention to the spiders and rats he passed. These were not creatures that he feared. No, his mind was thinking of the dead that would rise to protect their tombs. The dead he saw in his dreams the night before. 

Karl slowly walked further through the dark, dank mound. The smell of centuries of being forgotten was heavy in the air. There was a time, long ago, that maidens would come and lay flowers down on the sarcophagus in the center. They would hold ceremonies on the anniversary of the battle, sacrificing a maiden with each passing year. However, those days were long over, and now the bones of animals that made their way into the mound, only to be lost and trapped, are all that remain. 

At a fork in the path, Karl marked his trail with his sword by dragging it along the stone, leaving an etched line that followed his same route. The last thing that he wanted was to be lost and stuck, like the unfortunate vermin and rodents that had met that very fate.

He looked at the walls, carved with runes and depictions of gods, heroes and mythical beasts. Karl wanted to see more of the carvings, but he knew he had to find his friend. The flame from the torch flickered in the dark, the grey stone shone off the flecks of mica and quartz embedded within. The stench of time and pooled water, dripping from the roof of the walkway, filled Karl’s nose. It burned his nostrils as he inched closer to the center of the mound, but he felt a pull within him. Something was dragging Karl deeper into the tomb. A feeling. A need. A hunger.

Karl kept walking, but with each and every step, he thought something was beside him. A flash or shadow in the corner of his eye. Or was it a whisper behind him? Something. He could feel someone, something, or nothing walking alongside him. A feeling that made him nervous. 

Soon he found himself at the entrance to the central chamber. Karl stopped and took an anxious breath. 

“This is where I’ll find the treasure and that scum dog, Jyrn,” he said softly before walking into the central burial chamber. 

What he found differed vastly fromfrom what he could have imagined. Along the far wall of the chamber was a wall filled with runic writing etched during the building of the mound. Laying in front of the wall was the sarcophagus of the fabled prince. Yet, standing between the wall and the tomb was Jyrn!

His smile was crooked, and something about it felt unnatural. He just stared at Karl, never blinking or moving. He just stood there.

“What is this about, Jyrn? Why did you leave me out there?” Karl asked his friend.

Jyrn’s head twitched as his smile grew.

“Jyrn? You okay there?” 

“Can’t you feel the power within this place, Karl? Isn’t it stronger than you could have dreamed?” Jyrn finally said. “This wall, here, has the whole story. The prince’s axe, Sigimund’s victories, and his forgotten pet.”

Karl furled his brow at the word pet. Wondering what Jyrn meant, but then he heard a growl coming from the far side of the chamber. Out of the shadows a large beast emerged! 

An enormous bear, scarred, bloody, missing an eye, and only alive through some sort of magical spell. The bear heaved a bellowed a great growl, shaking the walls of the tomb. Beside the beast walked a giant of a man, no less than seven feet tall. That was the man that had watched Karl while he was sleeping. The man with the heavy axe and blood-red eyes. 

“This warrior here,” Jyrn said, looking at his friend but motioning to the undead warrior, “is Sigimund and that is the Dauðklinga.”

“Well, now he is nothing more than a draugr,” Karl snarled, steadying himself. “Jyrn, I need you to snap out of whatever spell you're under,” Karl said, readying his own axe.

“This is no spell. This is just a genius plan,” Jyrn grinned.

The draugr nodded and approached the living warrior, his two-handed battle-axe poised to strike. With a mighty swing, the draugr brought down the axe, but Karl was quick enough to move out of the way just at the last moment. Sigismund’s corpse growled and hissed. He turned but found a torch in his face and a sword sliced through his midsection. This slowed the draugr, vulnerable to fire, but it did not stop him. 

“What a fool!” Jyrn exclaimed in haughty laughter. 

Karl ignored him, realizing the man’s nefarious plan. 

“Does he need a sacrifice, then?” Karl reasoned.

Jyrn laughed some more. “He does, to give up the axe. One must offer the blood of a warrior, but I won’t be the tribute, old friend.”

“And you think I will?” Karl replied, dodging another heavy axe swing.

Karl swung at Sigimund, but the draugr blocked the attack and pushed Karl back with a heavy force of strength. Then the undead warrior took a wing of its own, but Karl deflected it. Still, the power behind the swing was more than Karl had imagined. With that much power, it would be hard to deflect the giant again. He needed a plan.

Sigismund lumbered closer to Karl, who pushed him back with the flaming torch. His only really successful defense at the moment. He stood and swatted at Sigismund’s corpse a few more times with the torch before the draugr managed to knock the flaming stick out of Karl’s hands.

“Damn, if only I were a mage to set the draugr on fire!” Karl lamented under his breath.

Karl side-stepped the giant of a man, almost backing into the gigantic bear. The bear just growled and took a swipe but never attacked. Karl saw that the beast was chained up. When Sigismund drew close, the bear also growled at the undead warrior. Karl had a plan.

Quickly, Karl swung and struck the chains holding the bear down, breaking them and setting the beast free. Karl gripped the chains that were still around the bear’s neck and swung his right foot over the
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